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MATILDA 


CANTO I. 


| Cows, Fancy, darling maid ! the child of thought, 
Whoſe magic influence I ſo long have ſought ; 
Whether in Windfor's pleaſing ſhades reclin d, 
Fann d by the cooling breeze and whiſp'ring wind; 
Or on the banks of Thames's filver ſtreams, 5 
Where radiant Sol reflects his golden beams, 
Where ſheep recumBent deck its fertile ſhore, 
And ſturdy finews ply the lab'ring oar : 
Come, ſportive queen, forſake awhile the ſeats 
Of beauteous HacLEy, and its cloſe retreats, 10 
Where Nature with unequall'd beauty reigns, 
And ſmiles benignant on the fruitful plains ; 

B Where 


15 


Where fam'd Freſcata's rivall'd ſcenes ariſe, 
And all Italia's viſtas meet the eyes : 
Come, with Imagination's pow'rs combin'd, 15 
And with poetic beauties fill my mind: 
Bearme, O bear me! on thy ſoaring wing, 
That I may taſte the Heliconian ſpring : | 
And like ſome floriſt, who the plains explores, 
Culls with a careful hand its choiceſt ſtores ; 20 
Inſpir'd by thee, from Genius let me glean 
Thoſe thoughts moſt pleaſing to adorn my theme. 


Thrice hail ! auſpicious days, when joys compleat 
In this, then happy boſom, took their ſeat; 
When, bleſs'd with thee, O Lyttelton! I ſtray'd, 25 
Careleſs, along Blackheath, or Greenwich ſhade; 
When, with our little troop in due array, 
With minds as jocund as the dawning day, 
Our claſſics done, we by the uſher led, 
The Park's much-fam'd inviting hills beſpread; 30 


Tranſported ſaw the Britiſh bulwarks ride, 


And cumb'rous drop adown the filver tide, 
While 
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While future navies on the ſtocks appear'd, 
And to the heav'ns their infant glories reard : 
"Twas then thoſe little heroes felt a flame 35 
To ſerve their country, and exalt their name, 
Who ſince have nobly fought, and gain'd applauſe, 
Their king defended, and confirm'd their laws, 
With conqu'ring hands have dealt terrific blows, 
And thunder'd veng ance on their daring foes. 40 
No worldly cares or troubles then we knew, 
But on the wings of bliſs our moments flew ; 
The troop of ghaſtly ills which haunt mankind, 
As yet were aliens to the youthful' mind ; 
No fears had we, ſave thoſe which intervene 45 
From the neglected taſk, unfiniſhd theme; 
Hygiea, welcome maid, beſpread our train, 
And breath'd freſh vigour in each glowing vein. 
But ſince thoſe halcyon days, I've had my ſhare, 
As well as others, of corroding care; 50 
Have felt thoſe pangs the human boſom feels, 
As manhood ripens, and its cares reveals: 
Sorrow, with humid eye, and pallid Grief, 
And drooping Sickneſs, ſuing for relief; 
And 


F Bj 


And wayward Paſſions; undermining life, 55 
And hell-born Diſcord, and deteſted Strife: 

But what ſhort-ſighted being here below, 

Can ſay from future periods what will flow? 

That pow 'r is not to us, frail mortals, given, 

Vet ne er eſcapes th all- ſearehing eye of Heav'n, 60 


If you, O Lyttelton! my theme approve, 
Twill all my anxious cares and fears remove; 
Enough, if ſanction'd by your honour'd name, 
Tho thouſand tongues confpire to damn its fame; 
You future ſenates wiſely ſhall controul, 65 
And ſpread your eloquence from pole to pole; 
Your well projected plans will e er be found 
To ſpread their ſocial benefits around; 
From all your ſchemes ſucceſs will ever flow, | 
And all your actions probity will ſhew ; 70 
The Virtues and the Graces form your train, 
And peerleſs deeds eternalize your Hime. 
For me, III ſeek ſome neat ſequeſter'd cot, 
And live contented in the peaceful ſpot 
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1 
Where I can liſten to a purling rill, 75 
That gliding gently turns the uſeful mill; 
Where I can hear ſweet Philomel repine 
Of her hard fate, in melody divine; 
Can hear the village peal on ſeaſons gay, 
Now burſt upon the ear, now die away ;— 80 
Can, ſtretch'd along the cooling ſhade, peruſe 
Some ſage hiſtorian,. or ſome cheerful male; 
The great Diſpoſer of events adore, 
Admire his wiſdom, and his aid implore : 
But there, or ſhould I by miſchance be toſs d, 85 
Where ſnows continual reign, and piercing froſt ; 
Or where fierce ſun-beams vertically ſhine, 
Dry up the lakes, and penetrate the mine ; 
Yet, yet, my honour'd friend, I ſtill ſhould find, 
Yourſelf and virtues crowd upon my mind : 90 
And as ſome exile, from his native home 
Doom'd on the continental tract to roam, 
Stands penſive on thoſe cliffs which tow'ring ſoar, 
And wafts a heart-felt ſigh to Albion's ſhore ; 
So I, regretting, ſhould thoſe times review - 95 
I pafs'd with Peace, with Happineſs, and you. 


» Of Calais. 
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CANTO II. 


To warn the Fair againſt inſidious ſnares, 

Expoſe the ſtratagems of their betrays ; 

When virtue's loſt what dire misfortunes riſe 

To place in ſtrongeſt light before their eyes, 100 
I ſtrike the lyre—Aſliſt, ye tuneful Nine, | 
My humble ſtrains, and favour the deſign ! 

Shield me, O ſhield me! from the Critic's rage! 

And let th' intent his dreaded wrath aſſwage. 


Remote from cities, fair Matilda ſmil'd, 105 
A virtuous, much belov d, and only child; 
From infancy her tender thoughts were train'd 
In wiſdom's rules, and by thoſe rules reſtrain'd ; 
The good that ever flows from viftuous deeds, 


What happineſs from piety proceeds; 110 
From vice, what ghaſtly mis'ries ever flow, 


Diſgrace, deſtruction, infamy, and woe, 
Were 
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Were all inculcated within her breaſt, 

Where melting Pity reign'd the primal gueſt ; 

Where no contending paſlions had effay'd 115 
To rend the boſom of the peaceful maid; 

But all ſubjected under Reaſon's rule, 

Were, like the ſhades in ſummer, ſtill and cool. 
Dame Nature at her birth her powers combin d, 

And granted peerleſs charms to ſtrength of mind; 120 
Beauty itſelf was pictur'd in her eye, 

And ſoft Humanity ſtood trembling by; 

Thoſe kindred glances oft unheeded ſtole, 

Which ſpeak the feelings of the feeling ſoul, 

Which a ſuſceptive, tender boſom ſhew, 125 
Where love and friendſhip's fires congenial glow : 

Her auburn treſſes looſely flow'd behind, 

Floated in air, and wanton'd in the wind : 

The roſe's bloom her virgin cheek beſpread, 

The Graces charm'd in all ſhe did and ſaid; 130 
Her fine-turn'd ſhape with *MMedicis might vie, | 
And never fail'd to catch th' admiring eye. 


Venus de Medicis. 
The 
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The brilliant diamond thus its charms diſplays, 

And cheers our viſion with refulgent rays; 

Its worth intrinſic all the nations know 135 
To be in value equal to its ſhew. 


Say, Muſe, from whence this beauteous maiden roſe, 


And fair Matilda's origin diſcloſe : 


Say, whence her faſcinating charms ſhe gain'd, 
And all her ample field of knowledge drain d. 140 
Scarce had her eyes daun d on the joyous day, 
And cheer' d creation with their ſparkling ray, 

Ere from her infant arms her mother fled 

To realms of bliſs, and joind the happy dead; 


Left her to prove a tender father's care, 145 


His love experience, and his bleſſings ſhare : 
Thrice happy maiden ! bleſs'd with ſuch a fire, 
In whoſe chaſte boſom reign'd celeſtial fire ; 
Whoſe elegant and high accompliſh'd mind 
Shone more conſpicuous to the virtues join d: 150 
With him the difmal cry of anguith found 
A grand ſpecific for the painful wound ; 

| The 
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The ſhiv'ring wretch whom cold and hunger preſs, 
Eſpecially the good man in diſtreſs, « - / 

In him for all their troubles found relief, 1355 
Who ſooth d their mis ry, and becalm'd their grief. 

So the bright ſun, impartial in his powr, 

Beams on the foreſt and the lowly flow'r ; 

The whole creation feels his rip ning flame, 

On ſeas and purling rills, he ſhines the ſame. 160 


Long in the gilded ſcenes of life he ſhone, 
And reign'd a fav'rite near his prince's throne 
But he, unſkilful in the flatt ring art, 
Which fools the ſenſes, and betrays the * 
The idol only of the weak and vain, oF, 165 
Who court its influence and compoſe its train, 
The pow 'rful ſpell which o er the fair prevails, 
Who eager liſten to its fulſome tales, 
Was for his former fervices difplac'd, 
And by a ſervile crew his name diſgrac d: 179 
Yet, yet, he nobly dar'd to ſpeak the truth, 
Conceal'd from princes from their earlieſt youth; 
D The 
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The venal, ſycophantic, ſelfiſh crowd, 

From their king's ſight this precious jewel ſhroud. 
The ways and manners of the world he knew, 175 
And did as heartily deſpiſe them too: 

He ſcorn'd to ſee the gilded chariot roll, 

Which bore ſome neutral born without a ſoul, 

Some horn-book, common-place, unletter'd 1 Ted 
A foe to virtue, and to vice a flave: | 180. 
He bluſh'd to ſee thoſe. men creep into place, 

Devoid of merit, and a ſtupid race. i 

His manly, feeling boſom ever burn d 

At injur d innocence, and virtue ſpurn'd | of : 
To ſee great talents unrewarded go. 185 
And trampl'd down by ignorance, their foe, 

To ſee the moral duties all o'erthrown, 

Their laws ſubverted, and their vot'ries groan : 

In ſhort, the more he caſt his eyes around, ' 

The more diſtreſs and infamy he found. 190 
To leave thoſe ſcenes which horror had inſpir d, 
He to a happy vale with ſpeed retir d; | 
Baniſh'd all worldly ſubjects from his breaſt, 

And paſs'd the fleeting hours in peace and reſt. 


1 
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His 
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His better thoughts were all intent on heav'n, 
The reſt were to his dear Matilda given : 
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With greateſt care he form'd her tender mind, 


Found it, with pleaſure, to the good inclin'd : 
And like ſome ſwain, who ſees his garden riſe 
In various hues before his raviſh'd eyes, 
With careful hand explores the fruitful ſoil, 
That no obnoxious weeds its beauty ſpoil; 
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So he, with caution, watch' d her tender years, 
That nothing vile ſhould taint her young ideas; 


That nothing oppoſite to virtue ſtole, 
In ſecret, on her unpolluted ſoul. 


205 
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CANTY®O III. 


N EAR to Anfelmo's habitation ſtood 
An ancient pile, ſurrounded by a wood ; 
Nature, not elegant, but awful reign'd, 
And on ſubſtantial views her fway maintain d: 210 
Majeſtic oaks their ſturdy branches fpread, 
And tow'ring to the ſkies their honours ſhed. 
On craggy rocks huge pines were ſeen to grow, 
And cataracts impetuous foam'd below: 
There, toppling caſtles met the wand' ring eye, 215 
Whoſe ivy'd walls return d the huntſman's cry; 
Here, ſhaded walks diffus'd religious gloom, 
Which ſcarce receiv'd the glimpſes of the moon, 
Where clam'rous rooks brought up their callow care, 
And melancholy owls and herns were there; 220 
Where'er you turn'd the eye was Nature ſeen, 
PiQtur'd in ſtrongeſt tints, and ſtriking mien. 

The 
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The manſion long had ſtood the brunts of time, 

Yet unimpaird was ſtanding in its prime : 

Lances and armour grac'd the grand old hall, 225 
Furbiſh'd with care, and fif'd along the wall. 

And as of yore, when pow'rful magic reign'd, 
Courageous knights immortal honour gain'd 

By reſcuing a lorn and captive maid 

From ſome old caſtle in enchantment laid : 230 
So did this vaſt ſtupendous pile appear, 

As if ſome ſage enchanter triumph'd here, 

Who by his ſpells had pow'r to grieve mankind, 
To fix the wand'ring ſtars, and huſh the wind. 


Here young Caſtalio dwelt, from heroes ſprung, 235 
Whoſe warlike deeds by bards of old were ſung ; 
Not more diſtinguiſh'd by the trump of fame, 
For dauntleſs courage, than for ſpotleſs name, 
A long, illuſtrious race, by honour led, 
Who wept their country's wrongs, and for them bled; 
Who ruſh'd imperuous thro' barbarian foes, 


And ſtrew'd the purple field by mortal blows. 
E Favour'd 
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Favour'd with Fortune's ſmiles Caſtalio reign'd, 
And born to affluence ev'ry wiſh obtain'd ; 
Nature had form'd him with a pleaſing face, 245 
A ſtriking perſon, and a manly grace; 

Good ſenſe, with ſtrong inſinuation, join'd 

To ev'ry grace that captivates the mind, 

Made him admir'd by ev'ry one at fight, 

His manners pleas'd, his converſe gave delight. 250 
From viſiting the fam'd Italian ſhore, 

He vers'd in foreign climes came lately o'er ; 

And there had gain'd that eaſe, that ſweet addreſs, 
Which ever will the cultur'd mind impreſs, 
Which ever muſt o'er pedantry prevail, 255 
Tho' it may thunder. claſſics thick as hail : 

And our all-wiſe Creator ſure deſign'd 

We ſhould our manners form as well as mind, 

Or he to us had not a perſon giva 

Juſt like his own, and all the ſaints in heavin! 260 
No wonder that Caſtalio then ſhould pleaſe, 

Poſſeſs d of ſuch alluring charms as theſe, 

No wonder that he gain'd Matilda's heart, 

And in her boſom fix'd the fatal dart. 
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To ſee Anſelmo oft Caſtalio came, 265 
By which Matilda caught love's potent flame ; 
Which, when Anſelmo ſaw, with grief oppreſs d, 

He chid her paſſion, and forbid his gueſt ; 

For knowing man, he in his mind could ſee, 

Midſt all his graces, tints of treachery : 270 
Forewarn'd of this, he every effort try'd 

Matilda's ilI-plac'd paſſion to deride. 

But tho' ſhe &'er rever'd his ſound advice, 

She now, alas! did not regard his voice: 

"Twas needleſs all—he could not move her mind, 275 
Now dead to all but love, to reaſon blind. 

What art thou, Love? that thus canſt change the ſoul, 
Canſt blot out Reaſon's rules, and all controul ; 

The proud canſt humble, mighty monarchs ſway, 
Make clowns accomplithd, and the ſober gay; 280 
That now, alas! mak ſt me, thy votary, pine, 

For ſweet Corinda, virtuous and divine? 

I know thee well, and long thy pow'r have known, 


Streams hear me ſigh, and lofty mountains groan; 


Borne on impetuous winds my accents riſe, 285 


And fill with mournful ſounds the ſpangled ſkies. 
Not 
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Not always tempeſts agitate the main, 

Not always winter ſaddens all the plain; 

But in that breaſt which Cupid's wiles enſnare, 

There reign continual ſtorms, and carking care. 290 

Matilda oft, to eaſe her love-fick ſoul, 

Unknown amidſt Caſtalio's grounds would ftroll, 

There, ſitting penſive on ſome craggy ſteep, 

By Grief attended—her misfortunes weep: 

« Ah! beauteous ſcenes, that ſtrike the ſoul with awe, 

And from the teeming mind reflection draw, 

« 'To ye, I brooding o er my woes appeal, 

«* Who feel thoſe pangs a virgin ne er did feel: 

© Ye mould'ring walls, with ivy clothed o er, 

* Ye gloomy woods, where jarring tempeſts roar, 300 

« Ye headlong ſtreams, that ruſh upon the plain, 

Then ſerpentine your progreſs to the main; 

« Ye horror-breathing caves, where darkneſs reigns, 

4 And ſounds uncommon chill the ſhrinking veins ; 

« Where iſſuing forth, is heard the mountain's groan, 

« Which from its center ſends the paſſing moan ; 
e 
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« 'To ye, a maid unburthens all her grief, 
Oh, grant a refuge! and Oh grant relief! 


And ſweeteſt chantreſs of the feather d throng, 
Calm this ſad boſom with your dulcet ſong, 30 
« Where love and duty all their pow'rs combine, 
„Which ſhall triumphant rule this breaſt of mine: 
But tis decreed that love muſt bear the ſway, 


* And I, ſuhmitting, "muſt his power obey; 


Ves, yes, the dear Caſtalio! e'er muſt prove 31 5 


„ Matilda's fic d, unalterable love.“ 
She ſaid all nature odd attentive round, 


And hy triumphant, rocks and woods reſound. 
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CANTO I. 


As ſhe one morn. her plaintive ſtory told}. 
When bright Aurora capp'd the hills with gold; 32% 
From afar off ſhe: heard the huntſman's joys, 
Filling with clam'rous, ſhouts the vaulted ſkies ; 
The echoing horn pour'd forth its: chearful ſounds, 
. Join'd to the concert of the deep-mouth'd hounds ; 
The joyous tumult filłd the hollow rocks, 325, 
And from. the verdant paſtures. drove the flocks; 
Hills, dales, and foreſts heard the well-known ſound, 
And fiery hunters ſhook the ſolid ground : 
Near and more near the eager ſportſmen drew, 
And ſoon the hart, quick-panting, by her flew. 330 
She alſo try'd to fly, alas! in vain, — 
Her feet adher'd, like Daphne's, to the plain; 
For now Caſtalio, foremoſt in the chace, 
Had caught a glimpſe of her enchanting face, 

Had 
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Had check d the fury of his hunter's flame, 335 
And quick diſmounting, to Matilda came. 


And haſt thou deign'd at laſt, dear maid, 
de cry d, 

6 To viſit here, where I and Peace reſide? 

* Peace;. did I ſay, alas! there's none for me, 


Since, cruel, baniſh'd from the fight of thce. 340 


«* And may I to myſelf this favour take— 
And haſt thou play'd the truant for my fake ? 
« O ſpeak, bright angel! quickly let me know, 
« 'Thus proſtrate at thy feet myſelf I throw; 
« And here I ſwear, by all the pow'rs above, 345 
„By all my former vows, and plighted love, 
„I'll ever conſtant prove to thee,. dear maid, 
Till this frail being ſhall in duſt be laid; 
« And when our ſouls to bliſsful ſeats. ſhall ſoar; 
« I then ſhall love thy image more and more: 4350 
« My riches, honours, wealth, and all are thine, 
„Permit me then, dear maid, to call thee mine; 
« Leave, for a while, a rigid father's care, 
« And to the faſhionable world' repair ; 
With 


— — — ms 8 


( 20 ) 


With me this night, my love, conſent to fly, 355 
Where London's turrets ſtrike th' aſtoniſh'd eye, 
„III be thy kind protector, friend, and guide, 
And my Matilda make Caſtalio's bride.” 

He ceas'd—She wrapt in thought ſome time remain'd, 
Till her confuſion had freſh courage gain d; 360 
And then (her face with heav'nly bluſhes ſpread) 
Like Cyprian Venus, thus Matilda ſaid: 


« And may I then believe Caſtalio true 
* And does he with a heart- felt paſſion ſue ? 
* Yes, yes, I muſt believe his vows fincere ; 365 
And thus receive them with a ſacred tear: | 
* Tis you, dear youth, who o'er this heart preſide, 
« *Tis you alone in whom I will confide; 
No more will T oppoſe unfeigned love, | 
« But Ger the world with you, dear youth, III rove; 
. On honour, love, and friendſhip, I rely, 
« And when night's ſhades approach, my home will fly ; 
„ With you, a deſart would Matilda charm, 
Nor could its ſavage monſters her alarm. 
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© To you, my much-lov'd youth, I then will truſt; 

« Be ſtrict to honour, and to virtue juſt.” 376 
Joy ſeiz d them both, they took a ſhort adieu, 

Then to her home Matilda quickly flew. 


The good Anſelmo ſaw her bluſhes riſe, 
And fear and joy, by turns, poſſeſs her eyes ; 380 
Saw ſtrong emotions ſtruggling in her ſoul, 
And to ill-fated love aſcrib'd the whole : 


„ Why, why, unhappy girl! theſe ſighs?” he cry'd, 
When will theſe ſtorms within thy breaſt ſubſide ? 
* Doſt thou yet turn from Reaſon's voice away, 385 
And let fantaſtic Love uſurp her ſway ? 
«* Uſe evry effort, quickly make the ſhore 
* Before the bleak and angry tempeſts roar. 
« Life's rugged path is difficult and hard, 
To ſmooth the way ſhould be our chief regard, 390 
Enough is interſpers d with ſtorms and ſnares, 
Without our trying to increaſe its cares: 
* Recall then, child, thy ſenſe in mazes led, 
* And leave love's labyrinth for the mad to tread : 

G « Stay 
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« Stay firſt till friendſhip firm matures the flame, 395 
Then love ſincerely, and I ne'er ſhall blame; 

On this ſure baſis rais d, it long will laſt, 

When ev'ry youthful joy is fled and paſt ; 

« "Tis friendſhip then, which will the mind engage, 
And warm the chilly breaſt of feeble age. 400 
« Had I now been with dear Eliza bleſs'd, 

I ſhould have this ecſtatic bliſs poſſeſs d: 

6“ But I ſhall find, my deareſt girl! in thee, 

« A daughter, wife, and ev'ry thing to me: 

And as old age comes on with ſtealing pace, 405 
And tears ſlow trickle down my furrow'd face, 

« I'll on thy lap recline my ſnowy head, 

There ſooth my cares, nor think Eliza dead. 
Then ſtrict attention to my precepts pay, 

Mark well my reaſons, my advice obey ; 410 
« For ſoon from life to death we mortals paſs, 

“ And quick our ſand runs trickling thro' the glaſs : 
« Avoid Caſtalio ; for mankind I know, 

And ſee, midſt all his graces, ſomething low: 
For tho' his manners are the moſt refin'd, 415 


* Believe his ſoul is narrow and confin'd. 
| cc A 
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4A ſhallow fool in outward forms may truſt, 

The wiſe alone regard the good and juſt; 

« Theſe counſels hold the neareſt to your breaſt, 

« So will you be, and make Anſelmo, bleſs'd.” 420 


As when ſome ſweet harmonic ſounds we hear, 
And pow 'rful muſic ſoft invades the car, 
We find the tumults of the mind ſubſide, 
And renderd placid like the filver tide; 
So by Anſelmo's words, Matilda found 425 
Her warring paſſions in ſoft fetters bound; 
The ſenſe-bewitching pow' of love retreat, 
And Reaſon for a while reſume her ſeat. 
But ſoon, alas ! her former flame return'd, 
And in her breaſt with double ardour burn'd; 430 
Reſtleſs and ſad, ſhe languithd out the day, 
And long'd for ſeeling night, to flee away. 
Now etwilight's robe being over nature thrown, 
The weary ox unyok'd pac'd ſlowly home; 
The circling beetle took his airy flight, 435 


And ſolemn gloom forctold th approach of night: 
\ | Struck 
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Struck with the meteors, now the lab'ring hind 
Gaz'd from his cottage bench with wond'ring mind; 
The bat, with filmy wings, now ſhot along, 

And the ſweet nightingale pour 'd forth her ſong ; 440 
The halcyon ſleep began to make his neſt, 

Not in the ſtormy, but the peaceful breaſt. 
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N OW the pale moon uproſe in clouded robe, 
And caſt uncertain light upon the globe ; | 
Thro' vapours denſe ſhe floated ſoft away, 445 
Now ſhone with bright, and now with blunted ray ; 
The Fairies, Gnomes, and Sylphs (a pigmy band), 

In dance and frolic tripp'd it hand in hand; 

With grace they gambol'd on the ſilver d green, 450 
Attended by their beauteous, ſprightly queen. 

The tides now influenc d by her ruling pow'r, 

O' erwhelm' d the meads, and cruſh'd the ſpringing flow r. 
Chain'd on his bed of ſtraw the madman fell, 

Soon as he view'd her, gave an hideous yell ; 

The diſmal cry increas'd each maniac's fears, 455 
Then follow'd groans, and ſhrieks, and floods of tears. 


Hail! Reaſon, emanation from above, 
O great revealer of almighty love 
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To you, an humble ſuppliant bends his knee, 

O ne'er depart, but ever dwell with me! 460 
My conduct by your maxims let me rule, 

Nor madly err, nor madly play the fool ; 

The wayward paſhons in due bounds reſtrain, 

And keep them fetter'd with your golden chain : 

To man alone extends your glorious powr! 465 
You guide his wand' ring ſteps each fleeting hour; 
Tutor'd by you, we trace out Nature's laws, 
Explore their uſes, and explain the cauſe ; 

Inform'd by you, the ſailor on the main, 
Beholds the Hyades foreboding rain ; 470 
Beholds Orion, and the Hædi riſe, 

And the Boötes ſet in low'ring flies. 

From earth to realms of bliſs you ſhew the way, 

And the creative wiſdom wide diſplay :— 

Let all mankind with Reaſon's rules comply, 475 
They'll teach them how to live, and how to die. 


From home Matilda fecretly withdrew, 
And to the place of aſſignation flew ; 


866 


She found all things prepar'd to aid her flight, 
And truſted to Caſtalio and the night : 480 
For the metropolis without delay, 

With fiery ſpeed they eager drove away ; 

The well- bred cattle, ſwifter than the wind, 

Left towns and dreary commons far behind. 

From orient hills the glorious god of day, 485 
Now cloth'd in ſplendor, re-afſum'd his ſway : 

The fleecy clouds, with various hues array d, 
Dividing flow, the azure ſky diſplay'd; 

Now up the ſteep thick miſts in order roll'd, 

And mountains' tops appear'd beſpread with gold; 
On all creation Sol diffus'd his beams, 

Pierc'd thro' the thicket's gloom, and gilt the ſtreams : 
The ſhril-ton'd lark quick-mounting from the corn, 
With dewy wings, proclaim'd in ſong the morn, 
When a domeſtic came in wild affright, 495 
And told Anſelmo of his daughter's flight. 


As when intent on work, the lab'ring ſwain, 


Sees darkneſs ſlow increaſing veil the plain, 

He knows a tempeſt ſoon will rend the ſkies, 

And for a ſhelter to his cottage hies; 500 
But 
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But ere he, frighted, can ſecure the door, 

He falls by. light'ning on his ruſhy Hoor: 

So did the good Anſelmo, when he knew 

The child whom he ador'd had prov'd untrue; 

O erwhelm' d with grief, he ſome time ſenſcleſs lay, 505% 
Till manly fortitude reſum'd its ſway, 

Till reſignation made his boſom ſtill, 

And taught ſubmiſſion to th' Almighty's will Kr. 

Then quick revolving in his anxious mind, 

How he could beſt his loſt Matilda fnd; 510 
Without delay he left the peaceful plain, 

His only joy and comfort to regain, 

And with a faithful ſervant quickly rode, 
Towards the falſe Caſtalio's town abode. 1 
Nor had he journey'd far, before he knew 515 
He did the object of his care purſue : 

But now, alas! he ill fatigue could bear, 

For time had filver'd o'er his ſcanty hair; 

A raging fever therefore ſeizd his frame, 

Before he- could the capital attain : 520 


Nine 
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Nine days he linger'd with the dread diſeaſe, 

Nor could the fatal malady appeaſe ; 

The tenth, when midnight darkling ſpread its gloom, 
With ſilent ſtride grim Death pac'd round the room; 
His heart on flutt ring pinions ſaw him ſtand, 525 
With aſpect fierce, and with uplifted hand! 

His tremb ling limbs a clay- cold damp beſpread, 

As cloth'd in terrors he approach'd the bed! 

The ſoul, prepar'd to take her heav'nly flight, 

Panted with joy for everlaſting light, 530 
But ere ſhe from her earthly priſon broke, | 
Thus, to his fate reſign' d, Anſelmo ſpoke : 


« All-wiſe Creator, infinitely juſt! 
In whom, from youth to age, I've put my truſt, 
«* Whoſe laws I've ſeldom broke, whoſe grace implor'd, 
« And in thy wondrous works have thee ador'd ; 
« O grant me ſtrength thy ſov reign aid impart, 
That I may boldly meet the tyrant's dart; 
« Nor ſhrink when he {hall place his icy hand | 
Upon theſe quiv ring lips, at thy command. 540 
93 I „Calm 
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„Calm let me leave this vale of tears behind, 

« And by thy great example die reſign'd; 

« Forgive hate er I've ſaid, or done amiſs, 

« And take me to thyſelf and endleſs bliſs ; 
Where troubles ne'er intrude, where all is peace, 545 
Where worldly cares and raging tumults ceaſe : : 
“Bow down thine ear, O Lord, and hear my pray't, 
© Prote& my girl with thy Almighty care! 

Let her not feel the pangs I've felt for her, 

«© Nor from the flow'ry paths of Virtue err; 550 
Let her not diſregard thy holy will, 

« But ſtrictly ev'ry ordinance fulfil : 

0! may ſhe virtuous live, and, dying, prove | 
The bliſs ecſtatic of a Saviour's love!“ 


Some time thus wrapt in pray'r Anſelmo paſt, 555 
But ſoon the happy man drew near his laſt; 
Faint and more faint the whisp ring accents grew, 
At laſt the ſpirit to its Maker flew. 
Farewell | O good old man! enough of woe 
Did you experience in the world below ; 560 
Enough 
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Enough was harraſs'd by the ſtorms of fate, 

And the unſteady friendſhip of the great; 

But now you're gone where grandeur nought avails, 
Where the unblemiſh'd ſoul alone prevails ; 

Where ſoaring Virtue on this earth looks down, 565 
And ſweet Religion gains an heav'nly crown; 

Where gracious ſouls enjoy eternal ſpring, 

And faints the great Jehovah's praiſes ſing. 
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H OW ſoon, alas! are all our vows o'erthrown, 
How ſoon is Virtue banith'd from her throne! 570 
Whene'er we ſuffer ſpecious Vice to gain 

The leaſt aſcendency o'er Virtue's reign ; 

Slow is the falling off from good to ill, 

Tis by degrees that Vice obtains her will; 

Like waves which gently lave the waſting ſhore, 575 
"Till headlong down it falls, to riſe no more : 

Eaſy in various vice we all proceed, | 

But to return to Virtue 's hard indeed ! 

For Vice extinguiſhes each gen'rous flame 

Which warms our breaſts, and dignifies our frame; 580 
And when the tender feelings once depart, 

'Tis then that Vice triumphant rules the heart ; 
Makes us inanimate in Virtue's cauſe, 


Contemn her warnings, and reject her laws. 
Look 
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Look round the world, and there behold with woe, 585 
What dire effects from vicious habits flow 

Day after day thoſe ravages appear, 

Which melt the eye and ſhock the tender ear; 
Unnumber'd, lawleſs ills of ev'ry kind, 

Are common grown, alas! amongſt mankind. 590 


When wealth to Vice its potent influence joins, 
The Stygian fiend in all her glory ſhines J 
She then her hellith plans to all extends, 
Nor ſpares her neareſt, nor her deareſt friends ; 


'Gainſt all alike ſhe deals het baneful darts, 595 


And glories moſt, when moſt ſhe ſtrikes our hearts. 
When plunder is her mark, the Indian bleeds, 

His hard- earn d property her grandeur feeds; 
Without remorſe ſhe points the knife at all, 5 
And ſmiling hears the voice of anguiſſi cal; 600 
A ruin'd race of helpleſs Begums fly, 

Before the reeking ſword, and ſtarving die. 

Thro' ſeas of blood ſhe wades with giant ſtride, 

And ſpreads her univerfal havock wide. — 
2 Mulatilda 
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Matilda having left her peaceful plains, 605 
Safely arriv'd where endleſs riot reigns ; 
Where vice and villainy in ſeeret work, 
And, fearleſs of detection, guilty lurk. 
Dazzl'd with ſcenes where ſplendor holds her reign, ' 
So diff 'rent from the cuſtoms of the plain, 610 
At an unlucky moment (pain to tell!) | 
The hapleſs maid; to Virtue bade farewell! 
With ev'ry wiſh, her lover made, comply d, 
And let mad Love, inſtead of Reaſon, guide : 
But ſoon ſwift conſcience made her boſom bleed, 615 

„F rom one falſe ſtep a thouſand pangs ſucceed! 

Reflection now, with all her ſober train, 
Upbraided her with loſs of peace, and fame; 
The fatal ſtep in ſtrongeſt colours drew, PET, 
When raſhly from her only friend ſhe flew. 620 
To be united by the ſacred tie 
She daily urg'd Caſtalio to comply ; 
Some new excuſe each day the caitiff made, 
And grew quite cold tow rds her he had betray'd. 
She, mournful, ſaw the change—her roſes fled, 625 


She pin'd—and o'er her cheeks a paleneſs ſpread. 
Some 
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Some days, unhappy; ſhe in anguiſh ſpent, 


Nor felt a fingle gleam of ſoft content ; 


ConTenrT! from angels ſprung, to heav'n ally'd, 


The fruit of. Virtue, and the peaſant's pride, 


For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt; 
The ſweet foretaſte of greateſt joys in ſtore, 


630 
Balm to the wounded mind, the care-worn breaſt, - 


When earth, and ſkies, and ſeas, ſhall be no more! 


Some days the lorn Matilda paſs'd in grief, 
Conflicting paſſions granting no relief; 
When ſhe was told (diſtreſsful to relate) 

The good Anſelmo had reſign'd:to fate! 
When firſt majeſtic thunder ſtrikes, the ear, 
We then the diſtant ſounds but faintly hear ; , 
But by degrees dark clouds o'erſhade the ſky, 


And then it, roars tremendous ! lightnings fly! 


Buy ſtarts the ſtorm exerts its utmoſt force, 
Appalls mankind, and all things in its courſe : 
So did there now on poor Matilda's head 

A tempeſt burſt—the vital ſpirits fled : 

But life reviv'd, the blood began to flow, 

And ſoon recall'd her to the ſcene of woe ; 
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Now 


18860 


Now Hefror, fell Deſpair, with Fehr behind. 
Crowded themſelves on her diſtracted wind; 650 
And future ills (a more diſtreſsful crew) 

Exulting, held their banners to her view; | 

Now on the brink of fome tall cliff ſhe ſtands, 

And falls down headlong on the yellow fand 
Her tempeſt-beaten mind no comfort knows, 655 

And ſeavce a Flle bf ebe er Ge bey! 

But like ſome bark When half the ſterm is o'er, 
Crowds all her ſail to reach a friendly ſhore; 

Yet ere ſhe can, freſh tempeſts furious riſe, | 

And make the foatning billows lave the ſkies: 660 

To him who now ſhe thought would _ ad _ 
She flew, and . greg 3 9 

39 78D 2991992 yd 2utt 
4 Bed a wretch! Oe: ſee her here 

« For comfort fly to him ſhe holds moſt dear! N 

« As on the guilty evils e er deſcend, "IS 

© Commence my huſband, and oh! be _ friend. 

« For you ] left a pious parent's care 

** But hold that path leads on to fell deſpair; 
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„There madneſs hies—and furious clinks his chains, 
Makes feeble ev'ry nerve and chills my veins: 670 
* Mine was the fault, great Heavn, forgive the deed, 
Mine, mine the fault, that made his boſom bleed! 
For which now Sorrow, with tyrannic ſway, 

* And Grief, with anguiſh keen, the act repay : 

In Virtue's ſweet abode there Peace reſides, 67 5 
“With mild Content, and evry bliſs beſides ; 

* But Heaven's ſo juſt, the ſinner cannot reſt, 
Ten thouſand tortures rack the guilty breaſt: 

« Is hope then fled? O no! if you are kind, 

Time may allay the tumults of my mind; 680 
« Pity my ſorrows, ſooth the heartfelt groan, ; 
«* And in the lawful way make me your own ! 

« "Twas pow rful love firſt led my ſteps aſtray, 

And made me each uncurb'd defire obey : 

* *Twas love of you—Oh then my honour fave ! 68 5 
«* Norſend me guilty to a timeleſs grave; 

My inexperience ſhield, your vows perform, 


* 


And eaſe a ſoul by various paſſions torn ! 

« How oft at eve, when Philomel has ſung, 

Till with her ſtrains all liſt ning nature rung, 690 
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Have you affail'd my cars with tales of love, 

And ſwore thro” Iife you'd ever conſtant prove; 
Think how I, raviſh'd, joy d to hear the found, 
Think how my heart the magic numbers bound 

«© Then now when grief lies heavy on my breaſt, 695 
“ Regard thoſe vows, and make Matilda bleſt: E 
&« All gracious Heav'n will ſmile upon the deed, 

« Forgive the paſt, and happineſs ſucceed.” 

She ceas'd—and from her beauteous eyes there ſtream'd 
A pearly ſhow'r, where ſoft perſuaſion beam'd; 500 
Sweet ſhe appear'd, like ſome young flowret lorn, 
Bending beneath the dew-drops of the morn. 


When thus Caſtalio—* Pacify your mind, 

<« Indutge not uſeleſs grief, but be relign'd; 

« Both young and old without diſtinction fall, 705 

« For Death, impartial, hurls his dart at all; 

« Kings, princes, heroes, ſtateſmen, own his powir, 

« On all alike awaits the dreaded hour; 

The brighteſt genius, beauty, ſenſe, and wit, 

«* Admir'd by all, muſt to their fate ſubmit : 710 
« Grieve 
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« Grieve not for him whoſe virtues will prevail ; 
To weep that good men die, can ne'er avail: | 
« Oh! rather ſigh to think, how few prepare 
For Death's approach, but make this world their care; 
To pleaſure dedicate both youth and age, 515 
«* Thoughtleſs of that which ſhould their time engage; 
At laſt down folly's tide they re ſtruggling borne, 
And oft, too late, their paſt miſcondu& mourn : 
« But you, my dear Matilda, have no cauſe 
*« To weep for him who broke not Virtue's laws; 720 
Who now ſafe landed on the heav'nly ſhore, 
« Will ne'er be haraſs' d by life's tempeſts more. 
Know, ere the glorious ſun ſhall three times riſe, 
And ride majeſtic down the weſtern ſkies, 
« Ere three times ſhall the ſilent brooding night 725 
« Slowly give way to heav'n-born roſy light, 
The prieft ſhall join out hands, nor ſhall my love 
« One pang experience which I can remove; 
« Then at the will of Heav'n no more repine, 
Nor with thy ſorrows rend this breaſt of mine!” 730 
He faid—a ſudden joy her mind impreſs d, 

And downy peace fat lightly on her breaſt. 

Hell- 
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Hell-born Hypocriſy, what evils flow 
From your inſidious ſnares on all below! 
By you, our firſt bleſs'd parents were beguil'd, 735 
And baniſh'd ſcenes where endleſs pleaſures ſmil'd, 
To tread with grief a pilgrimage of pain, 


And all life's num'rous evils to ſuſtain: 


Since then you have your race triumphant run, 

And thouſands by your wiles have been undone; 740 
Your Stygian dark deſigns are worſe by far, 

Than famine, peſtilence, or raging war; 

Like varying Proteus, different A 350 . 

The unfuſpicious better to enſnare; 
Sometimes in friendſhip's maſk you tread the ſtage, 
And ruin youth, and break the peace of age; 
Sometimes you make a lover's part your care, 

And drive ſome hapleſs maid to fell deſpair ; 

By you fair Virtue's bamiſh'd from her throne, 

And left beneath a weight of ills to groan. 750 
But who can paint what dreadful ſcenes ariſe, 
When under Virtue's cloak you cheat our eyes ? 

Tis then you ſpread unmeaſur'd waſte on all, 

And in your pit ten thouſand victims fall; 


But 
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But know, foul fiend, altho' you triumph here, 755 
When judgment comes, your deeds muſt then appear ; 
Your boſom bar d, will be conſpicuous ſeen, 

And not one virtue thro' your vices beam ; 

But at the bar, appall'd by guilt, you'll ſtand, 
Encircled by a dread, accuſing band 760 
There, froze with terror, for your ſentence wait, - 

And hear th' all-righteous Judge- pronounce your fate ! 
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CANTO VII. 


N OW in the eaſt the ſun, with golden ray 
Beaming refulgent, brought the promis'd day ; 
When breaking from the arms of ſoft repoſe, 765 
With boſom light, Matilda quickly roſe ; 

She hail'd th' auſpicious morn, when peace and reſt, 
Would ſoon return, long ſtrangers to her breaſt ; 
When by the ſacred union ſhe ſhould find 

Her ſorrows leſs, more pacified her mind : 770 
Now from her eyes on leaden wings there flew 
Dejection dull, with all her languid crew; 

And once again, thoſe beauteous orbs were ſeen 

With luſtre bright and matchleſs charms to beam. 

Juſt ſo the ſun clear from a ſable cloud, 775 
Which did from wond' ring eyes his beauty ſhroud, 

In azure ſkies again refulgent rides, 

And cheers our ſight, and all the world beſides. 


With 
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With ev'ry ornament of dreſs array'd, 

Matilda thus her peerleſs charms diſplay d; 780 
Wing'd with impatience, ſhe repair in haſte 

To meet the man on whom her love was placd; 

But great was her alarm, when it was known 

He ere the dawn of day had left his home ! 

A ſudden damp her former joy beſpread, 785 
And ev'ry golden dream her boſom fled ; 

Alternate hopes and fears her mind poſſeſs d, 

And clouds eclips'd the ſunſhine of her breaſt. 


In anxious expectation all the day, 
The lorn Matilda paſs'd each hour away; 790 
Adown her cheeks round drops of ſorrow ſtole, 
The frequent figh eſcap d her downcaſt foul ; 
Conjectures various crowded on her mind, 
Nor could the for his flight a reaſon find; 
Fear and deſpair within her boſom rag d, 795 
Her panting heart ſome dread event preſag'd ! 
A proſpe& dreary roſe before her view, | 


Where bleak Misfortune train d her ghaſtly crew: 
With 
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With threat'ning mien ſhe ſaw the ſpectre ſtand, 

And Comfort fly before her dreaded hand; 800 
Beneath her blighting reign Peace blaſted lay, 

And Deſolation ſpoil'd her flow'ry way. 


Now quick approach'd, with duſky veil, the night, 
And, cloth'd in darkneſs, baniſh'd cheerful light; 
A ſolemn gloom oppreſs d the weary eye, 805 
And fable clouds beſpread the angry ſky: 
Now more uncaſy was Matilda grown, 
And peace and quiet from her breaſt were flown. 
But what contending paſhons ſhook her frame, 
When in the room Caſtalio's ſervant came 810 
* And is he ſafe arriv d? —ſhe eager cry d, 
«* Arnv'd! no, no!“ he ſavagely reply d; 
* But I am come his orders to obey, 
* And know, that here you muſt no longer ſtay : 
« Sighs, tears, and pray'rs to me are all in vain, 815 
« No tender feelings in my boſom reign; 
« My life has been, like the tempeſtuous ſeas, 
“ Alike a ſtranger to content and eaſe; 
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“ By Fortune's fickle blaſts toſs d here and there, 

«* A ſlave to misTy and oppreſſive care; 820 
« Worn out by hardſhips and continual woe, 

I now am heedleſs what I ſay or do; 

Then do not heſitate, but quick comply, 

* From hence yourſelf and maid mult inſtant hie.” 


« How, miſcreant ! vaſſal !”” ſhe exclaim'd in ire, 
* Dare you thus uſe your tongue ?—begone ! retire ! 
Hence, with that threat'ning brow, dependant rude ! 
* Nor more upon this injurd form intrude.” 
She ſaid—but overpower'd by ſuch alarms, 
She ſwooning fell into Fidelia's arms. 830 
But ſoon the faculties of life return'd, 
And in her breaſt a juſt reſentment burn : 
« Is it then come to this, ye pow'rs?” ſhe cry d, 
« Can ſuch vile treach ry in man's heart reſide ? 
« Can he, angelic form! with reaſon grac'd, 835 
Change nature with the brutes o'er whom he's plac'd? 
« Prove more ferocious than the wolf who prowls, 


« And o'er the quivring limb with rapture growls ? 


N « Alas! 
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* Alas! it is too true—too well I know, 
© That man's more fell than all the brutes below! 840. 
T was he that like a favage ſpoiler came, 

« And robb'd me of my peace, and honeſt fame 

& Robb'd me of him who watch'd my tender years; 
Let me not think !—his bleeding heart appears 

* Shall I then tamely to my wrongs ſubmit ? 845 
« Forbid the thought this horrid place I'll quit; 

«* Down to his country manſion quick repair, 

« For well I know the cruel monſter's there : 

“ Then, good Fidelia, come; make no delay, 

« Let us from this deteſted ſpot away. . 80 
* Soon ſhall an injur'd woman take her part, 

Soon plunge a dagger in the traitor's heart !” 


Now lightnings flaſh'd ſucceſſive from a cloud, 
And the tremendous thunder roar'd aloud ! | 
A deluge fell of prone deſcending rain, 85 5 
And ſturdy knotted oaks were clove in twain! 
The boiſt'rous winds with ſavage fury ſtrove, 
O'erthrew the mould'ring pile, and ftripp'd the grove. 
Matilda, heedleſs of the dreadful night, 
Wing'd with revenge, purſu'd her dreary flight; 860 

The 
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The conſtant, kind Fidelia was her guide, 

Her only comfort, and her only pride; 

In all her woes ſhe took a feeling part, 

And glory'd in a good and honeſt heart; 

In her each virtuous excellence combin'd, 865 
And genuine traits of nature grac d her mind. 
Beguil'd by various paſſions far they went, 

Before Matilda found her ſpirits ſpent ; 

But now a coldneſs ſeiz d on ev'ry part, 

And with unuſual feelings throbb'd her heart : 870 
Unable to proceed, they eager drew 

Near to a decent church which met their view, 

In hopes to find ſome kindly ſhelter there, 

To afford a refuge from th' inclement air. 


And now the tempeſt {till'd, the gliding moon 875 
Cheer'd with her filver light the yew-tree's gloom ; 
On many a turf-cloth'd grave her beams ſhe ſhed, 
And o'er both rich and poor her mantle ſpread. 
The weather-beaten hind, his labours o'er, 
Sleeps here as ſweet, as he who ſceptres bore ; 880 
Obſcur'd in life, no uſeleſs cares he knew, 
Toil ftrung his nerves, and made him happy too; 

| | A chaſte 
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A chaſte and virtuous wife his boſom bleſt, 
A num'rous offspring crown d his age with reſt, 


Peace and good-humour were his conſtant lot, 885 
And Virtue ſhower'd her bleſſings on his cot. 


Upon a time-worn bench Matilda at, 
Revolving in her mind her hapleſs fate ; 
And as ſhe to Fidelia wept her doom, 
A hollow voice ſigh'd lonely from a tomb 890 
“Once more, my injur'd child, a parent hear: 
« Oh! know the period to your life draws near! 
« Already the fell tyrant points his dart, 
« And ſoon will ſtill that perturbated heart : 
© Know, I forgive—aſk Heav'n forgiveneſs too! 895 
“ And with a contrite heart your Maker ſue ; | 
«* He'll pardon ev ry thing you've done amiſs, 
And take you to himſelf, and endleſs bliſs ; 
Meet death with firmneſs, in th Almighty truſt, 
« Farewell !—again I mingle with the duſt !” 900 


« I come I come O!] deareſt father —ſave!“ 


| Matilda cry d“ I come—to preſs thy grave! 
« I feel 
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« I feel my injur'd innocence prevail, 

« And Heav'n o'er all my frailties throws a veil: 

* Soon ſhall this burſting heart thy boſom preſs, gog 
« Soon ſhall theſe longing arms thy form careſs ; 

«© But hold !—while life remains Fidelia, take, 

« My deareſt friend — this caſket for my ſake ; 

If I had worlds, they all ſhould be thy own, 

« Such ſterling worth as thine is ſeldom known ! 

« Let no funereal pomp attend my bier, 

« Yet let remembrance drop the filent tear; 

« Soon will Fidelia meet my happy ſhade, 

„With joy ſhall I receive the virtuous maid. — 

« But lo the tyrant comes farewell !—adieu! g15 
Caſtalio— I forgive—and may Heav'n too !” 

She faid—then ſunk into a peaceful dream, 

Soft as the breeze that dies upon the ſtream. 

And now the roſeate morn, with golden robe, 

Once more with beauteous eyes illum'd the globe; 920 
The lab ring peaſants, ſtarting from repoſe, 

Each to their various taſks with pleaſure roſe : 

The diſmal news ſoon all the village knew, 

And to the lorn Fidelia's comfort flew ; 

O O erwhelm'd 
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O' erwhelm d with ſorrow, there ſome days ſhe ſtay'd, 
Then ſaw Matilda by Anſelmo laid; 

Upon her grave ten thouſand tears were ſhed, 

And ſtill ſhe's mourn'd, tho' number'd with the dead. 


That gracious Pow'r ! from whom all goodnefs flows, 
Who ev ry ſecret of the boſom knows; 930 
With whom eternal truth and mercy dwell, 

Who ſtills the ſtorm, or bids the tempeſt ſwell; 

At whoſe command, earth, ſkies, and feas obey, 

And dreadful thunders own his ſov'reign ſway ; 

Who ſtops the furious whirlwind's mad career, 935 
And makes the mighty mountain quake with fear; 
Who in ſucceſſion brings the ſeaſons round, 

Firſt, ſmiling Spring, which ſcatters ſweets around ; 
The Summer next, which beautifies the plain, 
And fruitful Autumn, crown'd with golden grain; 940 
Then cheerleſs Winter, which the earth deforms, 
Obſcur'd in clouds, and miſts, and turbid ſtorms : 
That Source of Wiſdom ! and Almighty Love, 

Who rules the earth below, and heav'ns above, 

Will ne'er unpuniſh'd let the miſcreant go, 945 


The dark deſigner of this ſcene of woe ! 
Tho' 
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Tho” vengeance moves but ſlow, it ſoon o'ertakes 

The villain who the bounds of virtue breaks; 
Soon will. the horrid wretch, with anguiſh find 

The tortures which attend a guilty mind ! 950 
Soon leave the world with a detefted name, 
And not one virtue celebrate his fame! 


To curb the paſſions, and the will reſtrain, 
And the equality of mind maintain; 2 | 
To check each thought which tends to woundthe peace, 
To leſſen ſorrow, happineſs increaſe; 
To keep Religion ever in our wor {wap 
Obey her dictates, and her ways purſue ; 
And from AﬀiQtion's face to wipe the tear, 9 
Be good to all mankind, to all ſincere; | 960 
Be this our care and doubt not we ſhall find, 
Purſuing theſe, an unmoleſted mind: 
The woes attendant on this nether world, 
Will then from ev'ry mortal far be hurl' d: 
Adverſity its diff rent forms ſhall try, 965 
Yet be unable to create a ſigh: 
Corroding Care in haſte ſhall fly our train, 
Pale Envy ſhake her venom'd locks in vain ; 

Deteſted 


And life be-6e-cantinull fern ende. 
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